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ment. Sitting perfectly at my ease, I saw the Dinner,
tlje Ceremony of the Champion, and every particular, and
was at a loss to decide which I thought the most mag-
nificent, the Abbey sceiie, or that of the hall. About ten
at night the whole was over, and I got home as fast as the
crowd would permit, highly delighted at all I had seen, but
excessively fatigued, not having had any sleep the preceding
night, and having been so actively employed the entire day.
In the winter of this year I accidentally met in the park,
Mr. Murrough O'Brien, afterwards Earl of Inchiquin, and
finally Marquis of Thomond. After questioning me about
the school, he gave me a guinea, the first I believe I ever
had possessed. Having just then discovered the residence
of my wanton little bedfellow, Nanny Harris, I directly
went to her lodgings which were in a court that ran out of
Bow Street, Covent Garden. I told her the strength of my
purse, and proposed going to the play, which she consenting
to, there was I a hopeful sprig of 13, stuck up in a green
box, with a disreputable woman. From the theatre she
took me home to supper, giving me lobster and oysters,
both of which she knew I was very fond of, and plenty of
rum punch; with my head full of which, at a lafce hour I
went home, and as I would not tell where I had been, I
received a smart flogging from the arm of my old operator,
Doctor Lloyd.